146                        THE HIGH TIDE.
If it be long, ay, long ago, When I beginne to think howe long,
Againe I hear the Lindis flow,
Swift as an arrowe, sharpe and strong \
And all the aire, it seemeth mee,
Bin full of floating bells (sayth shee),
That ring the tune of Enderby.
Alle fresh the level pasture lay, And not a shadowe mote be seene,
Save where full fyve good miles away The steeple towered from out the greene;
And lo ! the great bell farre and wide
Was heard in all the country side
That Saturday at eventide.
The swanherds where their sedges are Moved on in sunset's golden breath, The shepherd e lads I heard afarre, And my sonne's wife, Elizabeth; Till floating o'er the grassy sea Came downe that kyndly message free, The ' Brides of Mavis Enderby.'
Then some looked uppe into the sky, And all along where Lindis flows
To where the goodly vessels lie, And where the lordly steeple shows.